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I said, 

“This bundle of arrows 
So carefully cherished— 
This quiver of arrows, 
For what is it intended ?”’ 


Now, the last arrow is 
Sharpened and feathered, 
I discover my target.” 


FLAME AND ADVENTURE 


iG, 


I wandered through the market-place 
and saw 
One holding forth unto the folk the 
, Law, 
And much I marvelled how he knew 
so well, 
The fall of man, the potency of hell. 


Lh 
I watched the many eyes suffused 
with tears, 
The parted lips, the lips re-curved to 
sneers, 
The patient faces, drawn with toil 
and pain, 


Pleading for hope, and pleading thus, 
in vain. 
1 


1Ty, 


The harvest-moon looked down and 
blessed the throng; 

The shimmering sea renewed its 
even-song ; 

The fragrant breezes blew a gentle 
gale; 

Harshly discordant waxed the gloomy 
tale. 


IV. 


“Repent!” the preacher cried, “Re- 
pent and lose 

No time—offended God or Hades— 
choose!” 

Why should they choose? What 
means this threat of hell 

To us, who groped from primal ooze? 
and well, 


Ni 


We were the men—abortions of young 
Time, 
Spewed from th’ abhorred, the world’s 
ensanguined slime, 
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Hated, and hunted forth from bog 
and pen, 
Naked and homeless—God! and we 


were men. 


ee 

No rare or pleasing Paradise we 
found, 

A dismal shambles held the teeming 
ground, 

And evil creatures hunting night and 
day, 

By turns became the hunter and the 
prey. 


Vil 


It was a world of terror and disgust, 
A world of ceaseless carnage, deep 


distrust ; 

And beauty lurked, her loveliness a 
snare 

Of sudden death, or torture and 
despair. 


VIIl. 


What old and monstrous god reigned 
there, supine? 

Stamped earth his winepress, quaffed 
her blood for wine, 

Brutish with drunken orgy, senseless 
play, 

Flung hearts and bodies like squeezed 
grapes away? 


|S, 
We blame not Thee, great God, for 
all amiss, 
Nor shalt Thou blame us either—tell 
us this: 


For all this dread mischance, who 
shall atone? 

We blame not Thee, great God, let 
us alone. 


eo 
Let us alone, for life is grim and 
harsh, 
And death our friend—the monsters 


in the marsh 
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Who fought so well, who took so long 
to die, 

Heaved their great bulk and bellowed 
to the sky, 


I, 


Why, why, and why? Again the little 
ape, 

Springing for joy, heeds not yond 
hideous shape 

Trailing him there—Ah! hear that 
piteous yelp— 

Fear everywhere, and nowhere any 


help. 
OTE 

Why, why, and why this blood forever 
flowing? 

Is this Thy hell for us, and we 
unknowing, 

Earning Thy price for heaven ere yet 
we own 


The power to frame Thee on Thy 
awful Throne? 
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XIII. 


Repent, repent—Dear God, dost Thou 
repent 

The doubtful currency we have ill- 
spent? 

Have we not risen from all this slime 
and smother, 

To hunt, to slay, to batten on our 


brother? 
L Ve 
The fish, the reptile, and the mammal 
formed 


The bridge o’er which our youth and 
ardour stormed, 

With many a fearful slip or flying 
leap, 

To blunder up Life’s cold and treach- 
erous steep. 


XV. 
To blunder up and down—a sorry 
tribe 
Breeding through centuries, and ne’er 
a scribe 


To limn for coming generations how 
We followed ape and bear into the 


slough. 
XVI. 

Then to our trie: world of small 
desire, 

Came the Entrancing One, the Holy 
Fire; 

Solaced and awed, we knelt upon the 
sod, 


And there, and thus, with joy created 
God! 


XVII. 


Ah, thou bright god, now art thou 
sorely humbled— 

Thou, at whose front adoring millions 
stumbled! 

Gone are thy worshippers, thy ardent 
wooers— 

Thou art Arch-Bogey-Man for evil- 
doers! 

ie 


XVILT- 


A stronger god stirred in the sleep- 
bound north, 

And breathing death or apathy came 
forth; 

We robbed the creatures of their 
hides, or drave 

Their snarling brothers from their 
wretched cave. 


XIX. 


Straightway, from tree to cave, from 
cave to tree, 

Hunters of food, of barren life went 
we; 

The sabre-tooth, the mammoth fol- 
lowed after, 

And through the world roared grim, 
ironic laughter. 


XX. 


Ah, what a world! The very earth 
went quaking: 
Screams, snarls, brayings and trum- 
petings a-taking 
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The air with horror—sudden silence 
came 

Like blows to stun the watcher and 
the game. 


XXI. 
Fouled was the air, the ocean red 
with rage, 
And round went we, like vermin in 
a cage, 
With just a little liberty—mayhap, 
A little run — and then a larger 
trap. 
XXII. 
A little run, and so we grip the 
bow; 
A flimsy raft, and down the stream 
we row; 


Implacable, the fury follows, soon 
Our bones lie bleaching ’neath the 


summer-moon. 
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XXIII. 


Thou sorry god, who made us so thy 
sport, 

But gave us, too, amusement—of a 
sort— 

Who knew thee first, thou cruel one? 
and who, 

The god or enemy first shrilled Tabu? 


XXIV. 


Alas, for toiling Adam and for Eve, 

No luring apple tempted to deceive; 

And never have I heard we blamed 
the snake, 

When driven from tree or cave to 
seek the lake. 


XXV. 


Thou gav’st—after long years—to 
comfort us, 
Gold, jet, and amber, gifts ambig- 
uous— 
10 


So many little stones to play with— 
or 

Perchance, even these we need not 
thank thee for. 


XXVI. 


Didst thou bestow, or we, ourselves, 
divine 

The secrets, use, and menace of the 
mine? 

All the crude arts, the struggling 
forms to express 

Our joy, our weariness, and our 
distress? 


XXVIT. 


Nay, nay, and nay! Thou didst not 
thrust a soul 

Through our thick hide, to conquer 
or control; 

Joy was for us, repletion at the feast, 

Draughts of cool water, slumber of 
the beast. 

11 


XXVIII. 


We sensed thy power in thunder-bolt 
and sea, 

And in our new-found jealousy for 
thee, 

Forged our own fetters, called them 
by thy name, 

Limped through the centuries—and 
whose the blame? 


XXIX. 


What kindly goddess sent the savage 
hound 

To hunt and company with us? 
Around 

Our door the flocks and herds of 
cattle drave— 

Corn, clumsy plough, and clumsier 
language gave? 


XXX. 


Oh, often when we went in fear of 
thee, . 
She smote thy wind, reversed thy 
raging sea; 
12 


Brought thy rebellious river-wolves 
to heel, 

And crushed thy spouting hills be- 
neath her seal. 


XXXI. 
“Repent!” the priest is crying in the 
street, 
“Repent, repent, or hell and judgment 
meet!” 
We do repent—that we were ever 
born 
Thus, in the dark, so early in the 
morn! i 
* *% cS % %* * * % 
Koes 


Lured from the dripping forest, wind- 
blown sand, 

We lit our home-fires in the pleasant 
land— 

The lovely land of water and of 
wheat, 

And pomegranate, stayed our wan- 
dering feet. 

13 


XXXII. 


Tall towers and temples for our gods 


we built; 

Blood for the gods — atonement for 
our guilt! 

Race after race goes on and fades 
away, 


Idols and sacrifice and altars stay. 


XXXIV. 


Uttering the Sacred Name, wild 
women wail 

Around the Gardens of Adonis: pale 

With grief, they honour him, their 
youthful dead, 

With crimson sacrament and river 


red. 


XXXV. 


Hark! through the world that sound 
of weeping goes: 
Isis for Osiris, Ishtar for her woes— 
14 


Must all the gods thus die, and we 
atone? 

Who then shall mourn for thee, thou 
Great Unknown? 


XXXVI. 
Why, why, and why this blood forever 
streaming? 
Drenched is the world, intoxicated, 
dreaming: 
Proud templed Thebes, Semur, 
Babylon, 


Crete, Carthage, Tyre, have drunk 
their fill and gone. 


AXXVIT. 


Hellas and Rome wrought, too, the 
blood-gods’ will; 

The sated earth went sick with blood, 
and still 

From shrine to tower, from tower to 
temple went 

That shrill, reverberating call, 
“Repent!” 

15 


XXXVIII. 


The great Gautama gave his gentle 
life 

In toil and goodness for the sons of 
strife ; 

And having preached the Wisdom 
and the Way, 

The Wise Men slumbered deep in 
Old Cathay. 


XXXIX. 


David has sung his songs, and 
sheathed his sword, 

The faithful servant of his righteous 
Lord, 

The jealous Jahveh, who for Israel’s 
good, 

Hath killed—and drawn and drunk 
his cup of blood. 


XL. 


Jesus had not yet lived for Love, 
and Fear 
Still drove his dreadful scythed- 
wheeled chariot clear; 
16 


Six thousand crosses marred the Appian way. 
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In street, arena, bower, his victims 
lay— 

Six thousand crosses marred the 
Appian Way. 


XLI. 


The world grew dark. At the ap- 
pointed hour, 

The Greek brought beauty, and the 
Roman, power; 

The Jew, tradition; God gave light 
and shower— 

So grew and blossomed Love’s im- 
mortal Flower. 


XLII. 


Repent, repent! Dear God, dost 
Thou repent 

The talents, we, Thy husbandmen, 
have spent? 

Have we not risen from all this slime 
and smother, 

To this, “My little ones, love one 
another?” 

*% ok * * * * * 
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AUT 


Jesus has lived and died for Love, 
and lo! 

The powers of darkness through the 
wide world go; 

The Roman torches flare and flame 
afar— 

In Appian Catacombs is hidden a 
Star! 


XLIV. 


And even this tiny lamp which Christ 
had lit, 

Flickered in tortuous dungeons, 
seared and bit; 

Fear bred apace—the antics of his 
brood 

More cruel than the anguish of the 
rood, 


XLV. 


The magic-man, his art, his tribe are 
gone: 
His imitators, proselytes live on; 
18 


Create unrighteousness to carry 
power, 

Even of the soul its grace and prime 
deflower. 


XLVI. 


All is not dark. Our souls uncon- 
quered rise; 

Good is our God, and lovely are His 
skies, 

Though in the pleasaunce where our 
children walk, 

Lurk whisperers — and midnight 
phantoms stalk. 


XLVIT. 


Though in the market-place our 
brother stole, 

Or, on the bridge did levy unjust 
toll, 

Hail not the market folk, nor beat 
the drum, 

Think through what bedlam you and 
he have come. 

19 


XLVITII. 


When Cain stands trembling on the 
brink of death, 

Or hurls defiance with his latest 
breath, 

Judge not; at least, let him your 
scorn escape— 

Far, very far, he hath out-stripped 
the ape! 


XLIX. 


Why, half the world is going on 
crutches yet: 

Crutches of crime, cunning, deceit 
and debt; 

And we, who on our own stout limbs 
may run, 

Are happy lotus-eaters in the sun. 


Li 
And these, who crawl so slowly down 
the road, 
What things—and sinister—their dull 
eyes bode! 


20 


These have done violence to life; 
they fell— 

Ah! to the utmost depth of self-made 
hell. 


EL 


Strange luller of Peruvian Coca- 
leaves, 

Or ghostful pipe, their hollow joy 
retrieves ; 

Bruised moths, who flutter through 
their poppied dream, 

Who else so frustrate? Who so 
doomed may seem? 


Lit. 


We build our little life by hour, by 
day ; 

God wakes — and winks a million 
years away; 

He will have patience though ten 
thousand years 

Have brought us still no further than 
our fears. 


21 


Ete. 


At times I revel in the blessed 
thought, 

Perchance the suffering of the beast 
is nought; 

Perchance—I look into the comrade’s 
eyes— 

The thought with all its hope and 
comfort dies. 


LIV 


From dawn to noon, from noon to 
evening go 

Our shy, wild brothers innocently— 
No! 

Hunted by tireless foes—to us akin— 

Have they, then known that subtle 
thing called sin? 


da Vic 


God! these, who are the little ones 
of joy— 
Thou dost create them all — dost 
Thou destroy? 
22 


Men’s hearts are wrung with pity and 


dismay— 
Thou canst not be less pitiful than 
they. 
LVI. 
Thou, too, must suffer — bitterly 
indeed— 
Dost Thou not need us even as Thee 
we need? 
. There is no pang of ours Thou dost 
not feel, 


And by our health and joy ae 
wounds we heal. 


LVIT. 


Ah, God! Ah, God! And dare we 
pity Thee? | 

Art Thou not lonely in Thy majesty, 

As we are often lonely? Oh, draw 
near ) 

Unto Thy struggling brother-toilers 
here. 


>) 3 
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LXITI. 


Behold! the world, her wound, her 
wincing scar— 

And lo! the legions with their whips 
of war; 

Be with her, ere the frightful war- 
clouds gloom; 

Be with her—or the after-clap of 


doom! 
LXIV. 

Once, in a dream, I saw the future 
Feast; 

The lamb was offering up the Paschal 
priest ; 

Mary and Joseph at Christ’s dusty 
feet, 


And every theologian in the street. 


LXV. 


The bells were chiming their sweet 
jangling themes, 
The organ thundering high hopes, 
high dreams; 
26 


And to the Festival I saw deploy 
The Grand Adventurers, true Knights 
of joy. 


LXVI. 


They sang of stirring deeds, of star- 
gulfs crossed ; 

Of dusky, unknown shadows chased, 
and lost; 

Of deserts, with their daily caravan 

Of precious secrets, treasure-trove 
for man. 


LXVII. 


When, one by one, the thrilling tales 
were told, 

God, who had listened, laughed—His 
laughter rolled 

A generous stream of pure, tender 
delight— 

His Heart was with each bold and 
wandering Knight. 


27 


LXVIII. 


Ah, in the long procession of our 
life, 

What wanton wisdom, reedy wit 
went rife! 

‘All things are new—all things their 
course have run,” 

And “there is nothing new beneath 
the sun.” 


LXIX. 


Our laboured air-ships through the 
cirrus glide— 

Time leaped the world in one tre- 
mendous stride, 

When first the reptile sprang into 
the air, 

And tried his clumsy, scale-like 
pinions there. 


LXX. 


This rude begetter of the sky-lark’s 
song, 
The eagle’s strength, the gaily-paint- 
ed throng, 
28 


Hung on the jungle bough, his rau- 
cous note 
Re-prophesying harmonies remote. 


LXXI. 


Shall we not prophesy? Shall we not 
rise 

In some great age, exulting, to the 
skies? 

We have come far—have we not far 
to go? 

Wonder shall yet out-wonder All we 
know. 


LXXITI. 


The world has wakened from its 
saurian sleep, 

And spirit calls to spirit o’er the deep; 

God! Thou hast come with us through 
blood and crime, 

We live—perpetual heirs of hope and 
time! 

29 


LXXIII. 


Our love, our reverent love of Thee 
must grow; 

We, also, are becoming gods to know 

More, and yet more of Thee, to un- 
derstand 

Faintly, the pregnant purpose of Thy 
Hand. 


LXXIV. 


We ask Thee not for quietness and 
rest, 

But for the ecstasy of endless quest, 

That Chief Adventure, questing for 
the truth, 

That radiant wholesomeness, im- 
mortal youth. 


LXXV. 


Ah, how we went in fear of Thee! 
but now 
Gone are the phantoms, humours of 
the slough; 
30 


Though in the pleasaunce where our children walk, 
Lurk whisperers— 
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‘ 


No antique judge upon his throne 
we see— 

Life shall be pleasant journeying 
with Thee! 


LXXVI. 


Journeying with Thee—what height 
we dare not dare? 

Tramps inescapable, fearless, we 
fare! 

On fin, on foot, on wing, Creation 
goes, | 

And where? Comrades with Thee, 
who cares? Who knows? 
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“And take upon’s the mystery of 
things 
As if we were God’s spies”. 
—King Lear. 
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GOD’S SPIES. 


fs 


The fairy lights that lured our youth, 
Shine still before us; dim are they, 
But now we know them lamps of 
truth, 
Set there to guide us on our way. 
Nor child, nor dreaming youth, may 
guess 
What unexampled loveliness 
Lies down the road of ruth. 


die 


The fire-mist grew 
From ebon night, 
And from its side One drew 
Ineffable delight. 
85 


Great and small, He drew 

Before the wondering stars, 

The mighty Jupiter to view, 

The little moons of Mars. 

So at His urgent, sovran call, 

The flame-rent sun revolved, His 
willing thrall; 

The planets in their terrifying orbits 
spun 

Around the organ-thunder of the sun; 

While, on the universe’s awful rim, 

The joy-intoxicated. stars intoned 
their hymn. 


en 


So the sun and planets grow 

Fair and whole; 

Infinitely slow 

So, the soul. 
Sudden as dawn on the moon, 
This earth may from its orbit flash 

away; 
This lovely earth, this pearl, 
To th’ untroubled void may hurl 
36 


Gardens, homes, and temples crushed 
Into clouds of cosmic dust, 
And who shall say how soon? 
Be it so—we will go 
On our even way, 
We will not flinch, nor pray; 
"Tis but a sterner quest, a new em- 
prise, 
To launch away, to colonize the 
skies, 
To be God’s holy spies— 
Holy, holy, holy, holy, 
To be thus whole and wise. 


IV. 


This death, 

Who bates our passing breath, 
Disburdens us; 
Quiets us, 

Sighing of sleep . . . 

With sleep he seals our eyes, 
And doth us keep 

In dreams till morning-rise. 
So, for a night, a day, 

Our great fore-fathers slept; 

From out the shadows grey, 

37 


Like suns returned, they crept. 

Their splendour shone around the 
yawning earth, 

And life grew rich again in hope’s 
perennial birth. 

So may we live again, and yet again, 

And who shall say how many times 
we come like summer rain, 

To bless? or, like untimely frost, 

With cruelty? and who shall count 
the lovely blossoms lost? 


Ve 


We search earth’s empire, and sur- 
prise 
The light of youth in dead men’s eyes; 
We seek for oracles, and ask 
Wisdom from a dead man’s mask; 
We solve the riddle of the rocks— 
Presently and lo! life mocks 
With calm, amazing paradox. 
We comb the spacious empires of the 
sea, 
And nowhere can death’s kingdom be; 
38 


We climb the spacious empires of the 
sky, 

And nowhere we his power espy; 

But, round our imperturbable earth, 

Death—throneless, outcast, lackeying 


birth! 


VE 


And yet men say that death ends 
all— 

-No more in us lives joy or pain; 

Nor any thought we love shall we. 
recall, 

Nor any thought we fear shall come 
again, 

Death’s hand shall close our eyes and 
make an end 

Of hope and pity, enemy and friend; 

Of joy, of wretchedness, of beauty 
called divine; 

Of god-like energy, of love and wine—- 
All, all are done 

With the setting of the sun! 
It may not be— 
And what of Thee, 
39 


World-maker, soul-maker, holy Con- 
servator of souls? 

Around Thee, planet, soul and body 
rolls; 

The dead shall give Thee praise 
All their days; 

Sheol shall give Thee thanks in all 
her ways; 

Death shall remember Thee! 


NOLL 


Men sang the gods their piety to 
renew; 

And Thee, by many differing names 
they knew— 

Their hope in Thee, their need of 
Thee, the same. 

They sang the good, the beautiful, 
the true, 

Whose virtue lies not in a transient 
name; 

They sang Thy beauty and their 
mortal shame. 

We know Thee, too; we fear Thee 
less 

40 


Than they who sang so sweetly their 
distress, 

And we adore Thee; we confess 

Our self-humiliation pitiless ; 

But, oh, how shall we sing their many- 
mooded songs? 

Such melody alone to them belongs . 

Ah! how we yearn to praise Thee, 
but untold 

Forever hangs the song upon the 


tongue, 

Though greater wonders now, than 
any of old, 

Thou givest us, they startle us, 
unsung! 


Love, joy, and wonder half-expressed, 
Unto each other we complain; 
With promise of eternal hymn and 
rest, 
Would cheer our souls in vain. 
Thus to Thy wonder-house we come, 
Thy hospitality disdain 
So thanklessly, so dumb! 


41 


VITt. 


Men sang, and they were glorious 
in their song; 
We work with high, unconquerable 


hope, 

To make the good, the beautiful, the 
true; 

For, by Thine urge, we are creators 
too. 

We plan, afraid though trembling to 
be free; 

We plan, create, Thy fancied wrath 
foresee— 

When shall we cease from miscreating 
Thee? 

We are Thy spies, by Thee appoint- 
ed :— 


“Seek and ye shall find; 

Seek and ye shall find; 

Knock, and it shall be opened unto 
you.” 
Strong words and true 
To hold, to bind, 
Pagan and priest-anointed. 
42 


IX. 


We are Thy spies; Thy faith we keep, 

In secret, and with silent toil we 
grope— 

We shun the fields of sleep, 

And give our irrecoverable ease 

To grope among the quagmires of 
disease; 

Among the sordid ruins where despair 

Hath made a solitary lair, 

Foul, inscrutable and deep. 

With uneventful labour, hard and 


long, 

We sound Thy infinitesimal atoms’ 
scope, 

Dreaming the dizzy, waking dreams 
of hope; 

And whatsoever things we hope, we 
dare; 

And whatsoever things we dare—no 
less 

The great adventure than the great 
duress. 

We leash the spectral serpents of Thy 
sky; 


43 


We weigh Thy suns, and track the 
sweeping throng 

Of unseen universes ; we defy 

Immeasurable separation, and we 
scale 

Life’s farthest peak. Far, far, we sail 

On perilous waters, void of tide or 
breeze; 

Intrepid pioneers of unknown ar- 
gosies ; 

For us, hate, death, or cold indiffer- 
ence lurk, 

But joy and great expectancy we 
know, 

Nor any old perplexity would we 
forego— 

Are we not glorious in our work? 

Make us, too, glorious in our song! 


nS 


Glory to Thee in the lowest! 
From cell to cell Thou goest, 
From atom to atom Thou growest— 
Through vapour and fire, 
Through rain madly lashing, 
44 


Through earth-quake and mire, 

Through sunbeams out-flashing— 

The simple heart Thou movest, 

The reeling mind Thou provest, 

The groping soul Thou lovest, 
Glory to Thee in the lowest! 


ba 

Alas! and now to Thee our palinode 
we sing: 

A song of faith betrayed, of recan- 
tation. 

We are weary of winter’s staid austere 
frustration, 

We long for the impertinence of 
spring— 


For the love, the levity, the green 
leaves of spring. 


XI. 


To Thee, whose awful silence none 
denies, 
The weak complain with harsh and 
broken cries ; 
To Thee the strong ones call, 
45 


Sighing long sighs— 
Saddest of all. 

How should th’ immortal spirit live? 

In servitude of pain—as pity’s fugi- 
tive? 

Tilting with life in imitative joust— 

Taking with meekness every dastard 
thrust— 

Bowing with meekness to each false 
decree— 

In honour of death, and in profound 
distrust of Thee? 

Long have we called upon Thy name 

To hide our cowardice, our shame: 
We, Thy good people, 

Our trust in altar, scourge and steeple, 

Have paid our cringing vows to pain, 

And have degraded her in our 
apotheosis ; 

We have wedded salvation to suffer- 
ing and neurosis; 

We have made salvation our decoy 
To destroy— 

And behold! our hope in Thee is 
slain. 
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We have bowed submissively beneath 
life’s sword; 

We have held, convulsively, life’s 
nettles to our breast; 

Long have we prayed for that our 
souls abhorred; 

To Thee, continual renunciation, 
Lorde 

As though Thou wert in Thine own 
house a guest, 

We starve that Thou may’st drink 
and eat; 

We go a-cold and Thou hast heat;, 

To us the bitter as to Thee the sweet. 

We are weary of life askew; we crave 

Thy recognition of some good we are, 
and have. 

We have learned—we are old and 
serious— 

We have learned our man-made les- 
son well; 

We are weary of life tormented—and 
of hell— 

Art Thou not weary of us? 
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XIE 


Oh, be not weary—never peace nor 
rest, 

Thou bring’st to our unquiet souls; 

From North to South, from East to 
West, 

Thy spirit goeth on its quest, 

Frees, troubles, tortures and consoles. 

With seeming inexhaustible caprice, 

With charm, simplicity, Thou dost 
estrange 

Us from familiar things, and so re- 
lease 

Eternal hope, eternal change. 


XIV. 


Oh, be not weary—we will sing 
A song such as Thou lovest, chants 
of spring; 
Of youth, of love, of exultation, 
Thy joy shall be our full salvation, 
Thy bartered joy we will recover; 
Our solemn feats we will give over; 
And, for our dolour, 
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This rude begetter of the sky-lark’s song. 


Take laughter, joyous music, joyous 
colour. 
We will be lovers of life in truth; 
In glorious strength, in passionate 
youth, 
We will with rage destroy 
This terrifying tread-mill, this dumb 
show 
Of driven beasts, of peeping gods, 
and oh, 
We will restore the broken beauty, 
The languid life in faith and duty; 
Nor drum, nor fife, nor noisy banner, 
Our great advertisement shall be, 
But dignity, the courteous manner, 
The mighty courage, requisite that 
we 
Venture with Thee. 
No more the battle-horn shall peal, 
No more the torturer shall unroll 
His inevasible conscript-scroll ; 
In no wise shall unseal 
Again this scarlet scripture of our 
soul, 
This death-bode of our weal. 
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We will no more be counted cattle, 
We will be heroes in real battle, 
We will be rovers, and free 
To go with Thee— 
Thee, forever to enjoy! 


XV. 


We go with Thee, adventuring as we 
gO; 

Kings, queens, and commons by im- 
mortal right; 

True heirs of that we have in count 
with Thee, 

True heirs of primal, long-forgotten 
lives, 

Of soul-defeat, soul-triumph long ago. 

We go with Thee, discovering as we 
89, 

Our royal progress through the seem- 
ing void, 

The pageantry, the minstrelsy, the 
masque, 

The merriment and laughter, and 
withal, 

Merriest of all, the laughing Christ. 
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IN A GARDEN 


THE ROBIN’S EGG 


The drenched earth has a warm, 
sweet radiance all her own; 
The wakening chestnut flings upon 

the air 
- Her crumpled loveliness of leaf. 
Lovely and brief, 
The daffodil stands deep 
In arabis full-blown— 
There, early honey gatherers come. 
Gold dawns along the spare, 
Sleek buds of leopard’s bane, 
Beneath the autumn-planted 
dog-wood still asleep; 
Lovely and vain, 
The slim, young plum 
Flaunts her white bridal veil 
Beyond the garden pale. 
Fallen, fallen amongst the daffodils, 
A robin’s egg half-crushed— 
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Bluer than any sky could be, 
Blue with a tense divinity 
As if some god had brushed, 
Impatiently, a jewel from his hand— 
Ah! who shall understand 
This radiant mystery? 
A moment, and the beauty of our 
garden has rushed 
Away; my heart with some strange 
rapture fills— 
This rapture of this robin’s blue 
Holds all my soul in thrall, 
As if I heard and knew 
Some strange, sweet, foreign call; 
As if I saw and knew 
Some secret in the robin’s precious 
blue. 
This scrap of jelly which should be, 
Potentially, 
A singing robin in our tree— 
I sorrow for its tiny life, but still, 
Intoxicating, leaps the thrill 
That ravishes, that satisfies my soul, 
Soothes me, and makes me whole— 
So strangely are we made! If I could 


tell 
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Whence this pure rapture, this dumb 
spell— 

So strangely are we made that I must 
know 

Why this small thing doth move me 
sO; 

Why, for an amulet, I fain would beg 

The turquoise of some robin’s egg. 
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HONEY BEES 


“Our hedge of palest gold and 
amber broom 
Is full of gold and amber bees.” 


He, who brought honey-bees to 
Babylon— 
Great in Thy sight, 
He is Thy delight, 
Greater than he who mighty power 
hath won. 


He, who gave spice and nard to 
Ascalon— 
Great in Thy sight, 
He is Thy delight, 
He, Thy good pleasure with his own 
hath done. 
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He, who woke beauty’s voice in 
Avalon— 
Great in Thy sight, 
He is Thy delight, 
He is Thy happy, well-beloved son. 


He, who wove beauty’s veils in 
Avignon— 
Great in Thy sight, 
He is Thy delight, 
Beauty and beauty’s royal robes are 
one. 


Grateful as cedarn shade on Lebanon, 
Dear to Thy sight, 
These are Thy delight, 
These, who brought simple pleasures 
where were none. 


These, whose swift feet have mocked 
the Rubicon— 
Great in Thy sight, 
These are Thy delight, 
Great in that country whither they 
have gone. 
57 


COMMUNION 


To our garden human seas 
Send their mournful threnodies, 
Their joyful chants, clean scents of 
brine; 
The continents their sacrament of 
common bread and wine. 
The air is full of wandering 
thought— 
Souls, vagrant, crowding me un- 
sought, 
Give me, “Sweet pardon!” 
I hear, I hear the billows roll— 
While hidden bells their warnings 
toll, 
Earth’s softly sung communion 
song 
Twines louder melodies among— 
God! for Thy unregarded riches, 
Thy unregarded, unspent riches, 
Give me sweet pardon. 
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INCANTATIONS 
ie 


O dog-wood tree, 
Be kind to me, 
For I have loved you so; 
And now beneath your branches, see, 
I pray for you to grow. 


No more the woods 
May see your buds, 
Your tender buds grow green— 
Shut not so tight their purple hoods, 
Nor fret for what hath been. 


O dog-wood tree, 
How pleasantly 
Your sisters, strong and fair, 
Have lit their ruddy twigs for me 
With silver wicks in air. 
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Each wick will soon, 
A silver moon, 
Above green cloudlings shine; 
Give, too, your beauty’s wonted boon, 
Nor longer so repine. 


If I should pray 
For you each day, 
Would not your sorrow heal? 
For flowers and trees, the wise men 


say, 
Can hear and see and feel. 


Then hear my prayer— 
A spring so fair 
Must mourn for you grown dull, 
With all those branches stark and 
bare, 
That were so beautiful. 


O wilful tree, 
Come back to me! 
*Tis dark where you would go— 
Even now beneath lorn branches, see, 
I pray for you to grow. 
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Ue 


Welcome, cloud! 
The thirsty flowers are calling you, 
Are wooing you; 
The thirsty flowers are weary of 
dew— 
Cloud, be not so proud, 
Welcome to our garden, cloud! 


Welcome, cloud! 
The trees are waving hands to you, 
Beckoning hands to you— 
You are big with rain, you are 
overdue; 
Cloud, be not so proud, 
Welcome to our garden, cloud! 


Welcome, cloud! 
The fainting sparrows chirp to you, 
Look up to you; 
The listless robins sigh “Adieu! 
Adieu!” 
Cloud, be not so proud, 
Come into our garden, cloud! 
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WEEDS 


A 
Nothing so magical in all our garden 
grows 
Like weeds—how God doth love the 
weeds, 
Who have no fancies like the garden 
seeds ! 


Our poor, thin soil— 
The proud, disdainful rose 
Doth sniff her nose, 
And soar above it 
To some rose-haven of frozen beauty ; 
But how the lush weeds love it! 


ine 


Nothing in our garden grows 
Like to a rose; 

How God doth love the roses, 

And beauty thus discloses! 

Why, all that man supposes, 
And thinks he knows 

Of soil and fickle flowers, 
He contradicts with sun and showers. 
How God doth love the roses! 
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tae BUTEERELY 


O frail, fluttering trouble-maker! 
Well, I know your feverish quest— 
Man 1s but a trouble-taker, 
And was never meant for rest; 
Man was never born for peace— 
Caterpillars must increase. 


Go, butterfly! go, take your joy; 
Your life will soon be over; 
Winter storms will you destroy, 
And spring shall not recover; 
But we shall think and know of you 
When caterpillars fall like dew. 
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THE EVANGELIST 


Planting zinnias in our garden, 
Thoughts of God, of health, and 
pardon, 

Thoughts of over-night, of healing, 
Ecstasy and soul-unsealing, 
Round the little plants are clinging; 
Echoes through my heart are ringing, 
“Oh—the patience—the patience— 
the patience of the people!” 


Ask me not if he is healer— 
Is he man or God revealer? 

In my heart a song is singing, 
Through my soul a voice is ringing! 
Oh—the patience of the people! 
Deaf and dumb, and blind, and 
maimed, and patient are the 

people!” 
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Tell me not of God or devil— 
What is good? and what is evil? 
In my heart one song is singing, 
Through my soul one Voice is 
ringing, 
“Oh! the patience of My people, My 
people!” 
God, Himself, to me revealing—the 
people, the people! 


ROSES 


My thoughts do run upon man’s sin, 
When thus I tuck my roses in 

With good, black, old manure; 
Must he then dabble in the ditch, 
And company with soil and pitch, 
That flowerage may be sure? 
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THE SY 


There is no glad return for us, but on 
We go to Nature still unknown; 
Our secret fear of lonely fields has 
gone, 
Nor greater fear has grown, 
Though now we seek to rove the 
lonelier field, 
The vast, uncultivated weald, 
Where man has never walked nor 
flown. 
This nature, this fair sky, 
This new adventure-land for man, 
Whose dim and ancient hills we 
scan, 
Whose cliffs we hail, whose echoing 
cliffs reply— 
From what dust-clouded space, 
«/_ Ceime first the far beginnings of our 
/ race? 
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Infinitesimal emigrants who brought 
Chaos and solitude in chains of 
thought, 
The outlaw elements of some dis- 
tracted star; 
Atoms, who fashioned our broad 
commonage, and are 
The evocative hostages of time; 
Serfs, who have whirled their way 
To light of common day; 
Serfs, who have bound perpetual 
spring 
Within the universe’s frigid ring; 
Through stolid labour, turpitude of 
chance, 
In ever-during pleasure still they 
dance; 
In ever-during rapture, too,theysing; 
In ever-during patience still they 
plod; 
Inimitable regiments of God; 
Inimitable, allegiant, sublime. 
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WILD LARKSPUR 


Make me Thy ward 
Of beautiful words ; 
They sing in my garden 
Like love-dreaming birds. 
The birds and their runnel 
Of rapture I see; 
No mole in his tunnel 
Could silenter be— 
To me. 


I look into the face 
Of this wild larkspur, 
And see a vision 
A holy place. 
I hear in colour, curve and petal, 
All songs that ever were, 
With nought of sweet precision, 
Or rote of chorister; 
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Nor string, nor reed, nor metal 
Could weave such gossamer. 
Not to be told, or tempted 
To strangling theme or form, 

This flower-music, law-exempted, 
Doth take my heart by storm; 
And, hearing thus Thy melody, 

O God, e possessed with Thee! 
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IN A GARDEN 


Peace, and a book, and a garden seat, 

Yet monstrous thoughts on the still 
air beat: 

“In a garden Satan tempted Man;” 

“In a garden God tempted God;” 

The voice—the voice of the pale 
ghost Pan! 


“In a garden, truly, was the Fall;” 
“True is Hell ;” 
“Fear must be man’s seneschal— 
He hath not risen—he fell!” 


“Fear must be man’s seneschal— 
He hath not risen—he fell”-— 
Oh, hear! 
Thy fear-defying trumpets, Lord! 
Thy universe-electrifying trumpets, 
Lord! 


Frail ghost of bale! 
Hark to the tale, 
That His trumpets tell 
To the depth of heaven, 
To the height of hell, 
“All shall be well! All shall be well! 
To the height of heaven, 
To the depth of hell, 
All shall be well!” 
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THE BIRD-HOUSE 


O Thou Unknown, and sweetly 
known! 

Straight to Thy bird-house I have 
flown, . 

For what I cannot see Thou mak’st 
me feel, 

And what I cannot hear Thou makest 
me to know; 

Time may not hide, nor space conceal 

The ways I go. 
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